fuselage with a little piano wire In ten minutes* Not
like Johnny. They were all going right into his thighs.
Damn butcher wouldn't even raise his sights a little.
He must remember to breathe shallowly.

He crossed the room slowly. Simon flitted ia the dim
hall before him, and he mounted the stairs filowly, hold-
ing to the rai!9 while Simon flapped his hands and
watched him. He entered his room, the room that had
his John's, he stood for a while against
the wall until he could breathe shallowly again* Then
he crossed to the closet         opened it, and kneeling

carefully, with his hand against his side5 lie opened the
chest which was there.

There was not much in it: a garment^ a small leather-
bound book, a shotgun shell to which was attached by a
bit of wire a withered beards paw* It was John^s first
bear? and the shell with which he had killed it in the
river bottom near MacCallum's when he was twelve
years old. The book was a New Testament; on the fly-
leaf in faded brown, "To my son? John*, on his seventh
birthday, March 18, 1900, from his Mother." He had
one exactly like it; that was the year Grandfather had
arranged for the morning local freight to stop and pick
them up and take them in to town to start to school
The garment was a canvas hunting-coat, stained and
splotched with what had once been blood5 and scuffed
and torn by briers and smelling yet faintly of saltpeter.

Still kneeling^ he lifted the objects out one by one
and laid them on the floor. He picked up the coat again*
and its fading^ stale acridity drifted in his nostrils with
an intimation of life and of warmth. "Johnny/* he
whispered^ "Johnny.** Suddenly he raised the garment
toward his face but halted it as sharply 5 and with the
coat half raised he looked swiftly over his shoulder* But
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